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Empress for her birthday; but I have re-
sisted the temptation and have done well.
God only knows what would have become of
the bear in the society of Compi&gne.

Poor Rossini is dead. It is said that he
worked a great deal although he wished to
publish nothing. This has always seemed
to me to be improbable. Consideration of
money had always a great importance for
him. He was one of the wittiest men I
have met, and there was nothing more mar-
vellous than the air of the " Barber of
Seville M sung by him. No actor was com-
parable to him. If you know some amusing
book, tell me about It, I pray you.

CCCXII.

CANNES, January 2, 1869,

IF you knew what an ugly, what a monoto-
nous life I am leading, you would under-
stand that it is bad enough to endure it
without rendering an account of it. The sky
and the sea are magnificent, and their influ-
ence, which formerly gave me health, doesshed to send this work to the
